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THE U/E/1THeR-
Official forecasts for to-day Indicate that it

will be fair and colder.

Coroner Hoeber should understand
at official self-decapitation is not a

crime.

If love at first sight is insanity, there
are a good many lunatics of both sexes

at large.

Society in Ne^r Tork is going to the
dogs.this week at the Madison Square
Garden.

If Mr. Gladstone goes to Parliament,
he may carry a revival of the question
of Home Rule with him.

It Is plainly evident that Joe Cham¬
berlain is not going to oatch President
Krueger with a harmony dinner.

The other candidates may go ahead
talking about Lincoln, but Mr. Cullom
reserves the exclusive privilege of
looking like him.

Any further tinkering with the ballot
law, unless it be in the direction of
simplicity, will turn our elections into
mere guessing matches.

The Quay Presidential boom is in
imminent danger of coming in contact
with one of Hon. John Sherman's
barbed wire recollections.

When Speaker Reed advised the Fif-
ty-fourth Congress to go slow he had
no Idea that it would go him a few
better and go backward.

Fitzsimmons and Maher might come
to New York and take a ride in a hos¬
pital ambulance. They ought to give
the people some kind of a run for the
excitement they have created.

What has become of the bill intro¬
duced in the Assembly prohibiting the
vivisection and dissection of animals
in the public schools? Let it not lan¬
guish.

?Jessrs. Piatt and Quay are perfect¬
ing arrangements to practically con¬
vince the Ohio candidate that there is
a vast difference between phrase mak¬
ing and President making.
Maher must find the dust thickening

In his eyes, for the fight is again post¬
poned to Friday. Probably that Mex¬
ican Governor refused to have dust
thrown in his organs of vision.

Joe Chamberlain has ceased his
scorching on the Transvaal question,
and is devoting his entire time in try¬
ing to back pedal himself out of a
header.

Mr. Croker is to remain a kind of
"walking delegate" of the Tammany
Executive Committee. If during his
absence any blunders are committed,
he will send a telegram which will
make the blunderer "walk."

The Brooklyn Health Department
seems to have taken the proper view
of the oase. When a man is awakened
at an unreasonable hour in the morn¬
ing by the clanging of a dliurch bell
tb»i chances are that neither his health
nor his religion is much improved.
GIVE THE CRANKS A CHANCE.
When the concession was granted al¬

lowing the swamp on which are Man¬
hattan Field and the Polo Grounds to
be filled, the city reserved the right of
way through without further proceed¬
ings. In effect, therefore, it considers
the ground as already condemned. In
the exercise of his supposed right Park
Commissioner McMillan proposes to
make an approach diagonally through
the two grounds in order to obtain a

continuous avenue, on the same level,
from Seventh avenue to the Speedway.
The object of this is to avoid, the high
hill, west of the grounds and back of
Deadhead Hill, 5over which the present
approaches reach the Speedway by the
Viaduct and Edgecombe avenue. This
would ruin both grounds. Baseball,
football and all other sports would be
banished beyond Harlem River or into
New Jersey.
The Speedway will be more useful

mnd more beautiful if the approach
proposed Is opened. The great eleva¬
tion back of Deadhead Hill will fur¬
nish a magnificent view. But speeders,
drivers and equine fanciers do not
care for views, or, if they care, they
do not wish one from that partic¬
ular point. There are other points
from whiah the same view may be ob¬
tained; then there are the Riverside
Drive, abounding in views of the Hud¬
son and the Palisades, and Sedgwick
avenue, with its vistas of the Harlem <

River, the heights of its West shore,
and the Palisades in the distance.
SThere are views enough; hence the only
question is, Shall the demands of the
speeders override the pleasure of the
baseball cranks and the athletic devo¬
tees? Shall the speeders of horses ex- ;
erclse their alleged right to drive
the Deadheaders, the bleachers and
the supporters of "Well, Well!" from 1

the only accessible sporting grounds in
the city? Cannot the speeders grant
yet a few Summers more to the many
admirers of baseball?

One of the witnesses against Pierce,
the fiogger of children, states that he
was kept chained for seven months by
that ferocious personage. The wonder
is that the cruelties did not become
public sooner.

THE NEW WAR CLOUD.
"Whatever may be his reputation else¬

where, Mr. Joseph Chamberlain is cer¬

tainly popular within the lines of his
own party in England. His speeches
are considered masterpieces; his policy
is applauded to the echo. Yet what, in

effect, is that policy? From present in¬
dications it is calculated to embroil
England with the most powerful mili¬
tary nation on the Continent. So sure¬

ly as a formidable English expedition
is sent against the Boers, Germany will
intervene.not merely to protect the

plucky people who seem fairly able to
take care of themselves, but to safe¬

guard her trade interests in South
Africa.
A quarrel over trade is the underly¬

ing motive of most wars. When Mr.
Joseph Chamberlain so arranged mat¬
ters that German merchants in South
Africa found the imported goods which

they chiefly sell taxed, in various ways,
twelve and a half per cent more than
the same goods when imported by
British merchants, he stirred Ger¬

many's wrath. He makes no secret of
his intentions, and he is on record as

saying that the trade of British colo¬
nies ought to enrich Great Britain. He
evidently extends that principle to
cover countries over which England
claims a protectorate.
After the first rebuff which his policy

received, Mr. Chamberlain seems to
have determined to force the issue. He
belongs to the class of Englishmen
who think that if they merely demon¬
strate their strength, the antagonist
will become frightened and retire. In
this particular case he is mistaken, and
unless he is very adroit he is likely to

expose the weakness of England. He
will show that she is not so well
equipped In material for transportation
as other great Powers. The English
showed that eighteen years ago, when
they tried to mobilize two army corps
to frighten the Russians by a demon¬
stration at Gallipoli, and they have not
improved much since. Germany is a

generation or two ahead of England in
such matters; and that superiority
would tell if Mr. Chamberlain insists
on coming to blows in South Africa.
So far as mere ships to carry men is
concerned, England Is well supplied;
but for following a large force on land
with the necessary supplies she is
poorly provided.
Mr. Chamberlain ought to think

twice before he exposes his nation to
a severe disillusion. English illusions
have already suffered some downfalls
in South Africa. But he seems to have
lost his prudence. The war cloud is
very black Just now.

The Boss and his satellites have al¬
ready picked out the men whom they
wish to serve on the commissions by
which they mean to govern New York
and Brooklyn until 1898. Contempt for
the people could no farther go.

THE THREE-CENT FARE.
The recommendations of the Assem¬

bly committee on the subject of cheaper
fares on surface and elevated railroads
are explicit, and ought to result in im¬
mediate legislation. They urge the
passage of a bill requiring all such
roads, if they are making money
enough to pay five per cent on their
capital stock, to sell tickets at the rate
of thirty for a dollar, good in what are

known as the "rush" hours.six to
eight a. m. and five to seven p. m. This
is intended to benefit the working class,
and is very well as far as it goes.
But why not make it apply to all

classes and all hours of the day? Why
should we shield the companies, and
permit them to pile up their enormous

profits, when they were allowed to
create the lines for public convenience
only? When one sees the ordinary
horse car filled and emptied three or
four times while it is crossing town
once, one can readily understand that
three cents is an ample fare. It cer¬

tainly is enough to pay for the ill-
smelling accommodations of the "L,"
at any hour.
The public must convince the Legis¬

lature that it is in earnest, or nothing
will be done. A rousing demand from
the people will stir up the lawmakers
to legalize a concession which is but
just. In Brooklyn, with its thousands
of trolley cars; in New York, with its
overcrowded horse car lines, a three-
cent fare will mean a great economy
for the masses, and it will not hurt the
companies a bit.
Give us the three-cent fare!

The creaking of Allison's saw is oc¬
casionally heard as he saws wood vig¬
orously, but no one can accuse him of
any indiscreet talking.

NEGLECTED ARMENIA.
There can be no mistaking the growth

of virtuous indignation among the Pow¬
ers at England's contemptible mixture
of bravado and craft in the treatment
of the Armenian question. Bac£ of all
statecraft is humanity, which must in¬
evitably make itself heard sooner or
later. If there is a feeling in England
that the Government has been recreant
to that humanity, It is also no doubt
exaggerated in the minds of the Eng¬
lish people, because they still hold to

tie traditional notion that England is
the Defender of the Faith.
While a helpless race was calling for

Christian succor, Salisbury was con¬

sulting Downing Street, and the Queen,
from her purely womanly instinct, was

writing letters to the unspeakable Turk.
Concessions were made to Russia, and
honeyed words were said to France
while England's Iron-clad fleet was

junketing in the Aegean. What won¬

der that after all these months of sor¬

did temporizing and disingenuous chess
playing, the eyes of the people of Eng¬
land are turning again to one man.

that grand old Commoner, who, what¬
ever else his fallings, has always had
the Englishman's sympathy for the dis¬
tressed, and never, in any crisis, has
hesitated between humanity and greed?

It is suggested that In case the Re¬
publicans nominate Quay and the
Democrats name Pattison as their can¬

didate, the free silver people might also
go to Pennsylvania and take up Cam¬
eron. This might be a very pleasing
arrangement for Pennsylvania, but
with Pattison, Don and Quay monopo¬
lizing the Presidential running, the
people would become tired P. D. Q.

THE IMMINENT PERIL.
Prudent Democrats and Republicans

alike now see that the project of the
Commissions proposed to be established
after Consolidation is voted into exist¬
ence is a plan to destroy the self-gov¬
ernment of New York and Brooklyn.
It can never be carried through if there
is a fair and impartial discussion upon
it. That is the reason why the plotters
are so anxious for a campaign of si¬
lence and mystery. They are straining
their power to the utmost to secure the
result which nobody but themselves
seems to desire. Pressure has been
put upon every member of the Legis¬
lature whom they regard as at all
doubtful. If he has a bill to pass, he
has been notified that its fate is sealed
unless he votes with them.
The peril is imminent, because dis¬

cussion may be stifled. With the "gag
law" in force in the Senate, and tactics
in the Assembly which cut off ample
debate whenever the powers that be
wish to do so, there is not much chance
for free speech. But the people should
demand ample delay and abundant
hearings on this important matter. A
community asked to surrender its lib¬
erties -cannot be blamed for wanting
to know exactly what is intended. If
the voters in New York and Brooklyn
are resolute, they can arrest in its
initial stage this unwise and danger¬
ous experiment, which is the direct ne¬

gation of Home Rule.

This ought to be a cold day for the
coal barons, if the Legislature does its
duty.

Women have different methods of
treating the fashions and of pleasing
their own vanity. The rich woman

buys costly and rare stuffs, and keeps
them conveniently accessible, to get the
advice of each caller on the momen¬
tous question, "How shall I have it
made?" Her neighbor, who is not rich,
buys a ten-cent fashion plate, and tells
her visitors how she intends to have
her gown mad These confidences are

always appreciated, and the deceptions
by which they are accompanied are
never betrayed.they are regarded as

necessary to social intercourse.

The exhibition of designs by the
Architectural League, in Fifty-seventh
street, bids fair to be an improvement
on the exhibition of last year, when
the tendency showed too much pretti-
ness, too many attempts to be fash¬
ionable or odd, rathec than strong.
This tendency is due, perhaps, to the
fact that the demand for buildings
where the architect may display pret-
tiness of treatment Is greatly in ex¬
cess of the demand for any other kind.
Prettiness is not to be despised or even
condemned when there is an occasion
for it. That the occasion exists is
granted, but it is to be regretted that
the supply is too great for the demand.

Light does not travel any faster now
than in Newton's time, but it is travel¬
ling some unfamiliar paths. The new
ray has entered places hitherto closed to
the eye of science. Dr. Carleton Simon
has now seen the pulsations of his
own brain, and other inquisitive sa¬
vants are setting their instruments to
watch the mysterious operations of the
human heart. Science has suddenly
become a clairvoyant, and is peering
into what Carlyle called "the roots of
life and death." The results of the
new discovery are incalculable. But
let us curb our exultation; the same
veil will interpose at the end of this
ray. Science will never be able to see
when and how a pulsation becomes a
sensation, nor mark the processes by
which sensation reaches over into
thought.

After a six weeks' trial the City
Council of Chicago has repealed the
ordinance requiring the street cars to
stop at the near crossing. This is not
so much an argument against the
change as against the time for trying
the new plan. It has been tried at a
time of the year when the' streets are
in the worst condition, and when there
is no money to be used for cleaning
them even if they could be cleaned so
as to give the near crossing ordinance
a fair trial. In other cities, notably in
Philadelphia, experience, after the tem¬
porary annoyances resulting from any
change to which the people are unac¬
customed were overcome, has proved
that the near crossing is the safest.
The change is being discussed in Wash¬
ington and in other cities, and it might
be applied in New York with benefit to
the railway companies and greater
safety for the people. It is already a
success in Brooklyn. - - ~.^

Thumbnail Sketch No. 9.
Calvin S. Brice.

Brice gives one a pony impression, and is
a fashion of Senate Shetland. He Is light
rather than slight, and triumphs In a shock
wilderness of hair and beard which assists

at the Ssheity
effect by being
in sort and col¬
or a rough sor¬
rel. He Is
nervous, a b-
rupt; keen
rather than
deep; is a man
of force un¬

hampered by
scruple . or

conscience, if
you will . be¬
lieves in noth-
1n g save

money, and amuses his lighter hour by be-
ing cynical. He wears his hands in his
pockets, puts in much time on his feet.
talks much in private and uever at all in
public. Brice never makes a speech in or

| out of the Senate.
His temper Is blunt, bitter; he Is a great| doubter of goodness, and while he believes

firmly In money as above stated, he Is Its| master rather than Its man. He will spend
wealth like water when It matches his
whim, and is generous to a fault.
Brice has no reverence, and professes no

more of respect for the Senate as a body
than he would entertain for a ward cau-
cus. Men are all alike to Brice; that Is, no
one of them Is great. He Is frank and
makes no effort to hide. Of all things,
Brice despises hypocrisy. Taken by and
large, Brice is a hard, dangerous man from
the standpoint of the public.
This may illustrate how deeply the re¬

sponsibility of law-making for seventy
millions of people preys on him. Dubois
two years ago spoke casually but complain-
ingly to Brice to the effect that the tariff
bill then before the Senate Finance Com¬
mittee made small provision of any special
good to Dubois's region of the far North¬
west.
"Why," quoth Brice, cheerily, "it's your

own fault. Step up and get what you wantput into the Dill. There should be notrouble about tariff at this crisis. It's afive lunch."
Brice's ready flowing comment on thecharacter of other Senators had exhibitionwhen some one said:
"I wonder what he (referring to a Sen¬ator left recently at home) comes to theSenate for?"
"Two purposes," answered Brice.this

was In a cloak-room chat."he comes fortwo purposes. One is grand aud the otherpetit larceny."
Brice does frequently the contradictory.He lives in New York and exists as Sena¬

tor from Ohio. He hates and reviles theAdministration, yet stretches his short,wiry legs beneath the White House ma¬hogany as often as any. This is his cynic-1ism, however, not his duplicity. He woulddeclare his distaste for Cleveland in Cleve¬land's house at a moment's notice, wereCleveland to put the question. There's
nothing bogus about Brice; he's hard; he'sbad, but he's genuine.
Brice cuts a swell socially. He lives inthe Corcoran house, on Lafayette square.Webster and Clay both lived in this housein their times and turns, and people havewondered what these worthies, as theylooked down, thought of the present ten¬

ant. It's rent Is $10,000.This Is the merest beginning of Brlce sWashington expenditure. He has a socialsecretary.J. Sanford Beatty is the digni¬tary's name.salary $10,000, and a home at
the Arlington. This pilot of society takes
the Brlces up and down the channel of a
Washington season. He makes great sail¬
ing of It. Rubs off no paint, bumps into
nobody. He organizes all the fetes, ar¬
ranges the music, makes up the menus, se¬
lects the wines, dictates the guests, and
even settles such matters as the costumes
for the fairer ones of the fold of Brice.
Beatty, too, attends the Brices In their

carriage; Is abundant In the Bricean back¬
ground at opera: should the Brlce daugh¬ters go biking, Beatty bikes; should theyshop, Beatty shops. He Is the dictator.Over all in a Washington Winter Brlcewill spend $250,000. At his muslcalesMelba will sing ($1,500, two songs), andDe Reszke ($1,000, two songs), and there
will be a general burning of money to
match. When a notable comes.the En-
fanta, for sample.that notable will be
pounced upon and paraded by the Brlces.
And yet Brlce himself would laugh at thewhole business as hollow and tawdry, and
deride it to the death. Yet he does it; It
Isn't done to him.
Brice is a lawyer.a bad one, It is feared

.and was yeais ago very poor. When
Charley Foster was Governor of Ohio
Brlce owed him $2,000 and didn't have a
splinter wherewith to pay.
"Give me an ofllce," said Brice to Foster.
"Can't," said Foster. "You're a Demo¬

crat."
"I'll never be able to pay you if youdon't," quoth Brlce.
"I'd rather lose the money," quoth I<os-,tcr.

, IHowever, Foster gave Brice $500 and a
world of instructions and bid him hie to
Wall Street and look out for his (l-oster s)
interests in a deal in Hocking A alley, which
had reached the acute stage.
Brice went, violated in his hardy way

every order Foster had given him and
clawed off With $40,000 to the good. Had
he followed Foster's directions he would
^
Foster was delighted, and, like the R00^

rich man in the story books, gave half of
the $40 000 winning to Brlce. 1 he latter
then returned to Wall Street and plunged.
This was the founding of Brice. Since then,
it ieist of late years, Brice has sent the
markets up and down like an elevatormarue 1

An(1 jje w(?nt with them.mwhpn Brice built the Nickel Plate he ran
f«Mv ashore It was sell out or become

,nerhans worse. Brice offered the

sheriff s sale.
, t was a matter of

'uakc
Yanderbullt buy after th s.

PlateGould didn't want v^e N ckelie Plate.
Brice knew we11, howeveir, .

Vftnderbnt abut lodge in
after It. Vanderbiltfear that Gould was arter ^ paralleledC l ake Shore, and It would never do to*et it fall' into the hands of one bo powerful

intervlew hlm,
f fonn his tongue-

tied sPta?e that he was seriously considering

;kewSoa«ga8rSedhlltg as a7 excellent(tOUi ,
TronHiirhllt lTlRClf* a slOW fllHl

thoughtful excursion' over the Nickel Plate2 £hi mnprs told of th^ trip and spreadmilu-es on'the possibility of his taking
theNickel Plate into the Gould camp. BriceIroa 'ith him on the trip and seemed e\er
at his elbow pointing out the excellence of

thVarnderbilt began to grow .. He
¦n-i* carefully reading the Gould trip. it
bothered him. At last he ended his anxiety
hv hrleflv wiring Brice a figure, which wasL^iv accented The Nickel Plate wasnrnctfcaHv sold to Vanderbilt before Gould
reached tiie end of the road, .and Brlce was
out of the financial woods. He has never
entered that forest since and Is one of the
shrewdest. richest manipulators who
watches quotations to-day.
Those who are near Brice like him well.

Reside* his "social secretary be has a
"business and a "political" secretary
Thev are paid ripe figures. Brice makes
an allowance of $10,000 a year to each of
his sons and $8,000 to each of his daugh¬
ter-; He savs the oue-slded condition of
social life, which puts constant expense on
the male and exempts the female, makes
the difference necessary.

Brice's career as Senator will soon end
and Foraker will follow him. It will make
no great popular difference, this switch in
Senators The public will lose in the com¬
ing of Foraker all that It gains in the go-
iu£ of Brlce. .A- H- L-

Kicker O'Mullin Talks
With Levi P.

Albany, Fob. 16.."The top of the mornin'
to youse, MuJ," says Morton, as I springs
meself on him the day following the Hai-
mony feed. "Me old soul feels like doin' a

skirt dance every time I thruns me lamp
on to you."

, . ,Me old runnin' mate is lookin' dead deject-
ed an' the low-spirited front he puts up
worries me. His wig is adornin' a block btf
his side, for the poor old swell aint even had
foorce of cliarackter to mount his thatch yet.
"What's gnawin' your vitals, Morty, me

boy?" I observes, givin' him the father of a

t'ump bechuxt the shoulders. "Take a

brace, me bucko. What th' 'ell! anyhow
"It's dead low an' blue I feels, Mul," says

Morton, reachin' up with one of his fins to
reship his Roosevelts, the welt I bestows on

his back havin' fetched 'em loose. "D you>e
know, in this Pres'dential play we're mak-
ln', I'm beginnin' to foe! like cashin me

chips an' shovin' me chair back."
"It's that Harmony dinner," I says. ' It s

givin' your hopes a chill.
"No less, Mul," says Morton. "Me hopes

aint had a t'ing but curvature of the spine
ever since. The vision of I'lattse.v, an

Bliss, an' Milholland, an' the whole red-
handed push, glarin' at each other over
their biscuits with eyes the color of a

creme d'menthe, is ever before me. An'
Mul, it serves to frappe me ambition. It
makes me want to lean up agin' things
an' t'lnk."
"What th' 'ell!" I say, cheerily. What

you needs is to take a brace.-
all hunk. I'll promulgate somethin in a
second that'll thrun the Vpcklee of y^'ur
heart, into a perspiratlon With that i
gives the button a t'ump for the bell KM.
"Projooce!" I says, when the Kid blows

''STS'vS lifer I says.

BSo'1CI °thrunl8°a double hooker into Mor-
ton, an* prevails on him to dap iirn wig
on his cocoa, so he d be natural to

Pe"An' now," I says. "what's eatin'

y°"Mul," says Morton, dead impressive,
"I've come to the fork in the roads. 1 latt
sey an' his murderers is out to scrap with
Milholland an' the Union Leafutrs ^I've got to train with one Pnsh

timosother*. Now, what I wants at this time is

p'lnters. A quiet steer fromafriomwonW
be 'ppreciated, an' that's why I affix s the
pumps to youse. For a flj^t .. , slackthe box. Mul, how does Milholland stack.

UP'H0e's°aSesharp, lively little sucker," I

"SSu^ff thedllu?elestiff the stem'winder
he assoomes?" says Morton. Ms he a koko-
bola, Mul, or is he a bluff? an Moiton
looks at me piteous.

.IUlrtllan(1 t re-"There's no flies on MUhoHand. i
plios givin' me mop a cast of deep sea
cogitation. "There's no denym he s hot
stuff an' of coorse, just now he s makin
th front for thTunion Leaguers, an' posin'
as the grand master of the Mn^vumj.s^"it's there I begins to sweat, Mul. says
Morton. "If Milholland is all he declares
himself I wouldn't be seoin blue-winged
Ints 'ind crimson goats In me dreams these
nights gone by. But I gets it tipped to me
dead straight that Corny BHss an Brook-
(iold an' the balance of that bana or ine

Forty Bobbers of Politics wont stand for
Milholland. They wont swallow bis leaa
ershlp, an' is organizing right now to stand
the little mucker on his beaa.
"Do youse get this hunch from a dead

safe soorce?" I asks, lou know, Morty,
.i lot of these ducks who goes skatin
"round in pontics an' who resembles a
whiskey barrel in the mornln' an a, i^arre
nf whiskev at night, aint always authentic.
Such news as you gives is Unportant an'
vou mustn't let some dub whos mebby
been hittin' the pipe saw off one of his
dreams onto youse." . , ,"Mul " says Morton, an lie sinks his
voice dead low, "I gets it from Bliss him¬
self He says Milholland s a hobo, that
three vears ago he jumps out, stands in
with Plattseygan' tries to plant the knife
into the Union League; an that after Platt-
sey gives him the double cross ^e
been thrun down.he's come aboard the
Union League agin, an' is turned in to grab
the centre of the stage an' give the show
himself. Bliss says he s a Mormon if he
stands for it; an' that he s outto do Mid¬land. an' that it aint no bluff neither.

' Well, Morty," I says, g wan. \\ here
does this cut ice wid youse? I eou d see
dead clear, but just to keep me old guy
chlnnln' I makes me query. .<"Well " says Morton, "if I has to decide
bechuxt Plattsey an' the Uniou Leaguers,
d'vouse fink 1 want to box-stall me hopes
with the Union Leaguers if they s due to
go to chewln' ears among themselfs? I m
so learv of the whole mob now I carries
two green lights on the rear platform of me
boom for fear some of these suckers run¬
nin' wild will telescope it with a rear-end
eolhsJon.

^ doubtful of Bliss an* th'
Leaguers," I says, "why not tell them to
chase ihemselfs? Give 'em th laugh an
turn in with Plattsey. I regards these Mug¬
wumps as a lot of political epileptics any¬
how " I savs. "If I was youse I d gi^e"m d' marble heart an' d' dead, reticent
face see! an' twine in with old Plattsey.
He'll give yopse a run to windward for
your money; that buccaneer will.
"But do vouse know, Mul, says Moi¬

ton an' his voice is husky, like there s
a foe in his pipes. "'d youse know. Platt-
sov scares me. He's a Svnegall, Mul. the
Svengall of politics; an' I'm only a bloom-
in' Trllbv while his peeps is on me.
Hero Morton thrun a big shiver.
"G'wan!" I savs. seein' he has to have

another stay-la tli or bo's goln* to cob
lanse "hero; take another snifter. An
I establishes a junction bechuxt Morton
an' the Belie of Nelson. At the fifth
gurgle T removes the bot an' 1 notes he
feels better.

_r ,"It's the dead, cold clammy truth, Mul,
contiues Morton, when he's over strang-
lin' with his dose of d' Bolle, as dead cold
as ever turns in to snooze on the slab of
a moreue This duck Plattsey gives me a
chUl If I was a lion. Mul. an' Plattsey
came into me cage, d' youse know what
1 "Te°a'r the pants off *m," I retorts, hit-
tin' the decanter a body blow on me own
account, an' meanin' to promote^ me old
friend's gayety. "You'd rip the trousseau

0f"Not SonkyourMmarriage certificate!" says
Morton "I'd get out. That's straight,
Mul; I'd file me caudal appendix bechuxt
nie hind hocks an' quit him dead. I latt-
sov's too many for me."

¦"¦still " I argues, "Plattsey s d pace¬
maker this trip. You better stand in with
him ts bechuxt him an' them bull-heads of
Bliss's Plattsey will give you the delega¬
tion You knows that your tout, Ashey
Cole 's dead on to that; an he 11 add hisV^ut°hee*r?ake the delegation away
ae'in Mul, Plattsey will," murmurs thepoor'old mortal. "After I blows in me
domrh Plattsey will lot me play tag with
the delegation for a brace of ballots an;then he'll sprint 'round an say. Morty, d
convention 'finks youse has lived too long
regards youse as too old. see. an I can t
make the suckers do a ting. They s goln
to go for Reed.' An' there," concloods Mor¬
ton w-ith a sob. "then I'll be out an' gone

t0'*ButrI?U ss1 a it" h!s°gang," I remonstrates,
"would put the gaff to youse the saftie
wav for tlii8 mucker McKinley, even if
they didn't turn In d' first t row for ^han-
cev D* Peach. Now, wese talked and
chinned a heap. Morty. an' If you wants
me honest advice youse can get It.

."Pour forth your squarest p inter, Mul.
says Morton. "An* remember, Mul, I m an
aged man. an' pour it on the level.
"Very well, then," I says, takin his

tromhlin' an' ancient, hook in me own;
"very well. Now listen to Kicker O'Mullin,J the dark an' bloody Ate. You may not
Hko Plattsey. but youse Is In politics, an
a sucker can't live in a sewer an not
have rats for neighbors. You play in with
Plattsey When you gets your delegation
to the convention, have Ashey Cole, or me.
nix some dead reliable d.ick. present with
a bundfe of fly-paper. Morty it's a dead
case of dough. See! An if I lattsey de¬
velops a tendency to thrun you, or tries to
lead the delegation ashtray, we must buy
.em bodily. See! Spring our fly-paper an'
nut the glue to 'em. That's the advice,Morty. of Kicker O'Mullin."
"An' be th' music license of tli harpwhich once through Tara's Halls made ev¬

erybody in Ireland nutty ever since, says
Morton.this was his great oath. 1!11'take
your hunch." KICKLIl O MULLIN.

Eulinda's Heartache
and Gawge's Perfidy.

There was a pouring rain outside, a rain
so steady, so relentless that it drenched the
cab horses, flooded the streets and beat
steadily down all day on the heads of such
unlucky pedestrians as were obliged to
be about, with wet umbrellas and flopping
mackintoshes, making everybody feel as

miserable as he looked. Only Childe Has-
sam can see any poetry In dripping figures,
and, as I watched from the windows the
sloppy cabs and the unhappy horses, the
miserable humans and the drenched land¬
scape.if there is anything in a city street
that can be called a landscape.I wished
Childe Hassam had them all to himself,
and the rest of us, who love sunshine and
brightness, could have a bit of it once
more. Even Eulinda, Eulinda who is ever
a mine of philosophy, wit and inconsequen¬
tial wisdom, had failed me. For Eulinda
had been going about all day, silent, with
drooping figure and heavy eyes. Th^e
were deep lines about her month, and I
knew she was suffering, and suspected the
cause, but knew that the time for sym¬
pathy was not yet.
Even in her cooking Eulinda had ex¬

pressed her grief. For Eulinda is a

true artist, and, quite unconsciously to
herself, the moods of her soul work out
in her handiwork, so I had had a dinner,
delightful enough, but a dinner that was an

arrangement in browns and blacks and
whites.a dark soup, a sombre looking
duck, but delicious for all that, and a

chocolate pudding and black coffee for
dessert; even the potatoes were browned
over to the darkest tint.the only bit of
relief a glass bowl of the crlspest and
whitest celery. I should have felt exactly
as if I were at a funeral at such a feast
had I not rushed in, as soon as I saw
Eulinda's color scheme, and gotten a big
bowl of scarlet carnations from the draw¬
ing room table, which relieved my eye
without Injuring Eulinda's feelings.
And now the street lamps were lighted

and shone through the fog, each one with a

little specky halo, the horses' feet dashed
the puddles into little gleaming sprays
under the lamplight, or struck out a spark
every now and then against the slippery
stones. By and by Eulinda came in and
went softly about "tidying up a bit,"
"makin' things stret for Miss Dolly," as

she says. I watched her drooping figure as

It came between me and the plashing rain¬
drops on the window.
"What is it?" I said at last, softly, for

she had not spoken yet, and Eulinda's
trouble began to weigh upon me heavily
like the atmosphere outside.
Eulinda sighed: "I ekspec' it's the gump¬

tious weatha', Miss Dolly, I'sp a little
gumptious."
"No, you're not gumptious, Eulinda;

you're sad."
Eulinda broke down then and sat down

upon a straight-backed chair, and cried:
"I'se vehwy unhappy, Miss Dolly," she
sobbed.
"It's George, Eulinda?"
"Oh, yessum, I ekspec' it's Gawge.

Gawge is jess brekkin' my h'at, Miss
Dolly. You know how fon' I is of dat gen-
'leinan, and Gawge is ac'in' now jess laik
he didn' laik me no moah."
"Is It a quarrel, Eulinda?"
"No'um, not eksac'ly. We did quoil, but

we got all ovah that. I doan' think it's a

quoil; I think it's dat yellow gal."
"Eulinda," said I, "do you remember how

often you've said to me: 'I wouldn't have
nuffin' to do wid de men, Miss Dolly; dey's
no 'count for de most part, and dey does
gib you heaps of trubble; you'se much bet¬
ter off jess by youssef'?"
"Oh yessum. Miss Dolly, I remembuh.

You didn' min' much about it, honey, did
you?"

I dropped that line of argument. Eu¬
linda's face shone, an ebony silhouette in
the firelight, for Eulinda is very, very
dark, and not very handsome.hence, In
part, Eulinda's heartaches.but she has the
secret of perpetual youth, and a most elas¬
tic temperament; so after I had said to her
many words of comfort, such words as one

woman may to another, she raised her
head and dried her eyes.
"Miss Dolly," she said, her "damp hand¬

kerchief all rolled up into a ball in one

dark palm, while her sombre eyes gazed
into the depths of the fire, "you'se a heap
o' comfo't. I feels moah laik myself
a'reddy. I ekspec' it is a temporary abah-
reshun. Anyhow, I'se not mekkin' wo'ms
yet".and all Eulluda's old spirit was

coming back. "But, oh. Miss Dolly, if I
jess catch dat yellow gal mekkin' eyes at

Gawge.whoof!" And Eulinda waved her
arms, and had darted out into the kitchen.
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LETTERS FROM THE PEOPLE.

Street Car Transfers in Brooklyn.
Editor Journal:
Dear Sir.I wish to protest against the trans¬

fer system in use by the Brooklyn Heights Rail¬
road Company. Last evening I boarded a ear of
the Nostrund avenue line and got a transfer
ticket for Gates avenue. It was punched for
7:40 p. m. 1 took the first Gutes avenue car
that came along and handed thy conductor the
ticket. He refused to take it, saying that it
was four minutes late. It was then 7:44 p. m.,
so I paid another fare, as did four other people
who got on the car the same time as I did. I
think it Is an imposition to charge another fare
when the delay is the fault of the company it¬
self. Yours respectfully.
Brooklyn, Feb. 14. INDIGNANT CITIZEN.

Compliments from Brooklyn.
Editor Journal:
Dear Sir.Your paper has been read In our

family a great deal of late, and found pleas¬
ing and Instructive in all respects. A great deal
of credit is due to Mr. Hearst.
Brooklyn, Feb. 12. GEORGE S. SIBREE.

Where are Watches Given Away f
Editor Journal.
Dear Sir: Please let me know if you know of

any ladies' journal where they are giving away
a ladies' gold watch if you get so many numbers
at ten cents a number, and oblige a constant
reader of the Journal.
Brooklyn, Feb. 12.

Substitutes for Striken.
Editor Journal.
Dear Sir.In your issue of this date you have

an article headed "Instead of Strikes. What?"
You do not find the remedy or substitute. The
proposed law of Congressman Sulzer or any
other of the laws suggested by you will be of
no avail, and yet the remedy has been found,
it has been proclaimed and proved by the great
American over and over again, and Mayor l'in-
gree's potato-patch plan has illustrated it by
an object lesson which even the very blind ought
to lie able to read.
"Back to the laud." said Father McXultv to

the people of Ireland. Rack to the land cries
out Mayor I'fngree's object lesson, and' back
to the land says the great Henry George: and
he does more, he shows us how to get back to
the land.
Abolish all taxes, and take for public uses the

value produced by the people, viz., the value
of land exclusive of improvements, and no one
will be able to keep land out of use, waiting
for an enhanced value by the labors of others
while he drones!
The single tax Is the substitute for strikes

Respectfully,
MONTAGUE R. LEVERSQN

Port Richmond, N. Y., Feb. 15.

Perhaps "The Bird."
[Utica Observer.]

Depew scattered oratorical taffy profusely in
the Bowery and earned the title of '"de peach."
w

f will the East Siders confer upon
Mr. Piatt for singing for them?

The Spy System.
[Washington Post.]

Thera are people who condemn the use of the
spy S7»tem by Theodore Roosevelt, and in the
same breath call for the restoration of the
methods of Superintendent. Byrnes whose
strongest point was to make an association

*0uJinals the means of their capture

Odd Occurrences
Out of Town.

Betrayed by a Tintype.
Harvey H. Sullivan, who is employed in

the city waterworks at Rochester, will not
have his picture taken again jointly with
that of a companion of the other sex when
he goes merry¬
making with
another wo¬

man than his
wife. Sullivan,
whose father
and mother
live in Brook¬
lyn, was mar¬
ried in that
city in Janu¬
ary, 1893, and
two weeks af¬
ter his mar-

'

riage he went
to Rochester,
promising to

"

send for his wife as soon as he found a
homo for her.
Mrs. Sullivan waited to hear from hpr

husband until patience, at the expiration of
two and one-half years, ceased to be a vir¬
tue. Then she came to Rochester to look
for him, and he made satisfactory explana¬
tions and provided her with a home. A
month or so ago Mrs. Sullivan was looking
through one of her husband's trunks, when,
to her horror, she found a tintype, which
is at present marked Exhibit A in the suit
for divorce she has brought against him.
The tintype represents Mr. Sullivan, with

his coat off, sitting in a chair with a baby
in his lap, while behind him is a good-
looking woman with her hands resting on

Mr. Sullivan's shoulders. The scene is a

sandy beach, with a watery background,
and has been identified as Ontario Reach.
Mr. Sullivan's face, as he sits with his
back to the wild waves of old Ontario,
boars an expression as if he were having
a jolly time, and the entire tone of the plc-
tuie was distasteful to the wife and proved
an inducement for her to make an investi¬
gation. As a result, Mrs. Sullivan found
that the woman in the picture was a Mrs.
Mack; and, pursuing her investigations fur
ther, she brought suit for divorce, the re¬
sult of which will probably be that her
recreant husband will have to pay her ali¬
mony out of a small salary. Mrs. Sullivan
considers it an additional grievance that
her husband was fond enough of Mrs
Mack's society to take her baby with them
on their pleasure trips.

Hypnotized by a Stuffed Piff.
A stuffed pig, that has exerted a weird

esoteric and unholy Influence upon several
well-known citizens of Kansas City, stands
in the window of a second-hand furniture
store in that
town. John
Gilday, one of
these citizens,
related his ex¬

periences with
the stuffed pig
to a reporter
of the Kansas
City Star, last
week, thus:
"From the

very first day
that the pig
was placed in
the window I
must have been unconsciously attracted by
it and I probably glanced at it each time I
passed. There was nothing more remarka¬
ble about the pig then than there is now.
It was an undersized pig of the razor-back
variety. I saw the first time I stopped to
examine It critically that one of Its ears
was gone, its bristles were rubbed off in
spots and the tip end of his snout had been
knocked off. But for all that there was a

life-like air of sauciness about the poise of
the head and the curl of the tail. The
bristles stood up on the knife-like spine and
on the snout, and right between the eyes
was a tuft of bristles.
"The second time I was drawn by some

strange fascination to stop in front of the
window I saw that the pig was mounted,
like the pieces of furniture in the shop, on

castors.four little, iron wheels, one on each
foot, set in between the clefts of its hoofs.
After that I never passed the window with¬
out looking in at the pig, and its glass eyes
seemed to return my glance with one of
recognition. It was all imagination, of
course, but the feeling that the pig knew
me grew and fastened itself on me as.the
weeks went by till I could uo more have
passed that vftndow without looking in at
the pig than I could have offered a deliber¬
ate slight to an intimate friend.
"The pig haunted me. It had some sort

of a psychic Influence over me that devel¬
oped into an uncanny feeling. Sometimes,
when I would bo walking that, way, I would
think of the pig before I was within a

block of it. I have often made up my mind
that I would walk past without glancing in
at the window, but I always failed iu keep¬
ing the resolution. I have crossed the
street and passed by on the other side to
avoid looking in at the pig, but I have al¬
ways regretted having done so, as I looked
across at the window and fancied that I
saw a look of reproach In the glass eyss.
It made me feel that I was doing an un¬

manly thing to thus designedly shun even
a pig that evidently wlalied to be on good
terms with me.
"I began to wonder about this pig, where

It came from, who had gone to the trouble
and expense of stuffing such an ordinary
animal as a razor-back pig, and why on

earth he had been outfitted with rollers.
Then I began weaving romances about the
pig; I have even dreamed of him at night."
Mr. (Jilday's experiences being published

brought out the fact that numerous other
men who were in the habit of passing the
second-hand furniture store had been sim¬
ilarly affected by the stuffed pig's personal
magnetism, and a syndicate was formed to
purchase and bury the beast, to rid them
of its unholy Influence. The proprietor of
the store, however, said he would not sell
the porcine effigy for $500. It was his mas¬

cot, he said, and he related that he had of¬
fers of from $10 to $50 almost every day
from men whom it had hypnotized. The
Kansas City Society for Psychical Research
will investigate the matter.

The Vocalist Politician.
[Binghumton leader.]

Mr. Piatt made New York's East Side vocal
the other night with speech and song and cap¬
tured the "alley" of the denizens of that In¬
teresting locality. When a man can boss and
talk and sing himself into the hearts of his
people, his factional fws would better heglu to
reserve seats on the high brunches. Tiogu has
Father Knickerbocker where she wants him.

Tlie Silence Man.
[Washington Star.]

Mr. Quay, as the silent man of the Republi¬
can party, has, by his Presidential candidacy
announcement, done just what most surely em¬

phasizes him in the character of the sphinx
by making himself and the final whereabouts
of Pennsylvania's GG votes in convention mure
of a mystery than ever.

In Whose Hands?
[Detroit Tribune.]

In spite of General Harrison's effort* to ap¬
pear in the hands of himsself, we shall listen
with interest to whatever Mr#. Dimiuick has ta
fcajf .s


